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Sic vos, non vobis, mellificatis, apes.—VIRGIL. 
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FOR THE HIVE. 





ONESIMUS. 
‘“¢ Dum vivimus, vivamus.”—Horace. 
“If ye live after the flesh, ye shall die; but if ye, thro’ the 
spirit, do mortify the deeds of the body, ye shall live.”-——Pavut. 


No. 5. 


There is a strange variety of incidents in the life of man, and 
matters of great importance often are the consequences of 
apparently trivial causes. 

In one of my late morning excursions, just as the clattering 
of the window-shutters successively announced the time for la- 
bour ; while I was making a stand, to examine a piece of sculp- 
ture, which my injudicious eyes had given orders to my tongue 
to pronounce a master-piece ; I was accosted by a stranger in 
the familiar manner of an old acquaintance, with “ Don’t you 
observe the glaring faults of that piece? The artist, although 
in the opinion of most people a man of first talents, has cer- 
tainly missed it in the execution of this figure.” 1 took an in- 
quisitive peep at his fiz, and not discovering in it any traits of 
extraordinary Connoisseurshift, ventured to maintain my opinion. 
He nevertheless rejoined in the language of éaste, and talk’d of 

Of attitude, proportion, centres of gravity, &c. at so fluent a rate, 
that I was glad to retreat under a borrowed sentiment of a cele- 
brated Critic, to shew that I also had a smattering of erudition: 

«“ Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see, 
Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er shall be.” 

«“ Ah! (said he), that’s from Pope, but I don’t like him, be- 
cause in his works he impiously arraigns the justice of the 
Deity.” I replied, that I did not recollect many passages in 
his writings that led me to charge him with this crime, but that 

in my opinion he had made a sentiment in his “ Universal Pray- 
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er” contradict another in his “ Essay on Man,” for in the first, 
he had judiciously distinguished between the Laws of Necessity 
by which the WVatural World is governed, and that elective 
Jranchise with which Heaven’s favour’d creature man is blessed. 

The passage in the prayer, to which I-referred was this ; 
** And binding nature fast in fate, 

Left free the human will.” 

While, in the essay we find him reasoning thus ; 

‘¢ But errs not nature from this gracious end, 

From burning suns, when livid deaths descend, 

When earthquakes swallow, or when tempests sweep ' 

Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep ?” 

“ No” ’tis reply’d “ the first Almighty cause 

Acts not by fartial but by gen’ral laws, 

Th’ exceptions few, some change since all began, 

And what created perfect 2~-Why then Man? 

If the great end be Auman happiness, 

Then nature deviates, and can man do less ? 





If plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven’s design, 
‘Why then a Borgia, or a Cataline’? 

Who knows but he whose hand the light’ning forms, 

Who heaves Old Ocean, and who wings the storms, 

Pours fierce ambition in a Cesar’s mind, 

Or turns young 4mmon loose to scourge mankind ?” 

By the bye, on a re-perusal of the above extract from the 
essay, I find something im it very excepftionadble, for while he 
pretends to “ vindicate the ways of God to man,” he implicitly 
gives the die to the records of truth, which: plainly ‘testify ‘that 
‘s God hath made man perfect.” 

I then proceeded in a sfiritual way to prove the equity of 
Deity, the accountability of man, &c.—But was stopped short by 
the stranger, who expressed his doubts of the authenticity of the 
scriptures, laughed at the ¢rumpery of the decalogue, and talk’d 
roundly and learnedly of the mistrans/lations, interpolations, &c. 
of the Bible. I soon found I had a/ree thinker to deal with, and 
truly by the sfiritous fetor of his breath so early in the morning, 
he evinced himself 20 hyfiocrite, but a free liver also. 1 howe- 
ver closely pushed him by argument, and referred to several 
passages in the New Testament, which even the effrontery of infi- 
delity dare not assert to be erroneous. He very indifferently 
observed, that “ as to those passages hé did not pretend to un- 
derstand them, and whenever he met with them, he fut them 
by, for a future investigation.” And I! fear, said I, that, like 
Felix; thou hast never found “ a more convenient season.” 
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We parted, and as I returned home, my mind became grieved 
and oppressed under the weight of solicitude for this poor dro- 
ther, who appeared to be “ seeking death in the error of his 
ways,” when his powers of reasoning, however, wnhafifiily mis- 
applied, plainly indicated a capacity “to choose the good, and 
refuse the evil ;” and I could not but exclaim in the language 
of the Scottish Bard, when his intellects at a lucid moment had 
emerged from maceration in whiskey : 

‘“* An Atheist’s smile’s a poor return 
For Deity offended.” 

Courteous reader, suffer me to apologize for the length of 
this introduction, when I promise thee, that I shall in my next, 
endeavour to come to the point proposed, which was, to exhibit 
a few characters * who, by mortifying the deeds of the body,” 
have been “ brought from death unto life,” and in the midst of 
the tribulations of mortality, are favoured to rejoice in hope 
of the glory of God.” 

ONESIMUS. 


TO SOLITUDE. FOR THE HIVE. 





Solitude, O Heav’nly maid ! 

Lead me to thy calmest shade, 
Where with silence in her dell 
Melancholy loves to dwell ; 

Where the sober winding stream 
Gurgles grateful to her theme, 
Dashing soft its infant waves 

As the beech’s root it laves; 
Where the trout sports in his den; 
Safe from wiles of savage’men ; 
Where the rippling falls divide, — 
Bending hills on either side; . 
And the dove’s sad songs relate, 
Murders of his faithful mate ; 
There, O there, let me repair, © 
Peace, sweet peace is found but there. i 
On thy lap let me repose,* 

Teach my weary eyes to close. 
Sounding gloomy on my soul, 

Let me hear the fun’ral toll, 





. * Now my weary’ lips I close 
Leave me, leave 'me'to repose. 


Gray, 























comb, on the “ exile’s address” &c. There can be no doubt of its 
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Swelling soft and sinking slow, 
That speaks an end of human woe; 
Then let melancholy’s lyre 

Touch’d with soft seraphic fire, 
Breathe the harmony of tears, 
Harmony more sweet than spheres. 







Or when nature in a swoon, 
*Neath the mantle of the moon, 
Lulls creation with her breath 
To the ‘shades of infant death, 
Let me on the yellow plain 
Hear the sober night-bird’s strain. 


Or while seated on some sod, 
Count the wonders of a God : 
With eyes of love and silken hair, 
Pure religion you be there, 

Strike my soul with hand of fire, 
Bid it join the seraph choir, 

That with tongues and harps untold 
Tun’d to Heaven’s gates of gold, 
Make the high empyrium ring 
Praises to th’ Almighty King. 


Or where woods and mountains grey 
Lead my ’wilder’d sight astray, 
Let me pause in pensive mein 
While peaceful thoughts devour the scene ; 
And reflection touring high —- 
Soars triumphant thro’ the sky. 


Solitude ! O Heav’nly pow’r 

Sooth me in thy Cyprean bow’r ! 

Whence foul riot never scares 

Humanity with soul of tears; 

And where wisdom at her feet 

Seeks from discord a retreat : 

There, O there let me repair 

Peace, sweet peace is found but there. 
NED O’THE HILLS. 
Tuesday, October 1810. 

I this morning read the sentence proneuaced by W. Honey- 
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justness; I am not prejudiced so much in favour of my off- 
spring as to believe them faultless ; it only convinces me that 
an author may please himself by his productions much easier 
than the public. I cannot however ascribe its want of success 
to ill health, trouble or apathy, but rather to an overflow of d/ind 
feeling, which in young authors is too often so plenteous as to 
obscure expression. After its birth I was so pleased with what 
appeared to me the fair fruits of a happy sentiment, that I dwelt 
in raptures on many parts of it, particularly the four first lines : 
Whether I was engaged with what was expressed or the senti- 
ments and ideas yet Warm within, which I wished to express, 
you may determine.—You say the defects are material—I am 
satisfied ; if you are desirous of seeing it in print, and the faults 
not irremediable, I shall receive most satisfaction in seeing it 
come forth with your own corrections—your judgment is com- 
petent for the undertaking. NED. 


MEDITATIONS,——zon8 tae uve. 
In consequence of the extent of our other articles last week, 
much of the selection from the good Blair on “ Gentleness in 
Behaviour” was crowded out ; I therefore, this week present a 
more entire extract, “ On the close of life.” I will challenge 
the whole circle of theological writers to exhibit a piece of 
composition, more beautiful in language, more logical in idea, 
more excellent in sentiment, or more, | would almost say, divine 
in priaciple. But if I challenge a superior to Blair, I will also 
do the same for Kirwam, when he discourses with me on “ Li- 
berality.” When we are presented with such specimens of 
sacred eloquence and noble sentiments, and contrast them with 
the paltry bickerings, the contemptible theological squabbles, 
which often arise between the little minded champions of trifling 
sects; when we are called upon to “ look on ‘his picture, and 
then on ¢his ;’? we must be indeed blind and senseless, if we do 
not discover in the one, a portrait of “ Him, that died for us ;” 
and in the other, a picture of those, who pervert the best things 
to the worst purposes. For it is an abominable perversion of 
the christian religion to make it the instrument of prostrating 
one sect to exalt another. The mest extermining wars have 

arisen from the abuse of that religion, ‘ which is Love.” 

A PREACHER OF OTHER TIMES. 
THE CLOSE OF LIFE.—rrom starr. 

“ When we contemplate the close of life ; the termination of 
man’s designs and hopes ; the silence that now reigns among 
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those who, a little while ago, were so busy, or so gay; who can 
avoid being touched with sensations at once awful and tender? 
What heart but then warms with the glow of humanity? In 
whose eye does not the tear gather, on revolving the fate of 
passing and short-lived man ? 

Behold the poor man who lays down at last the burden of his 
wearisome life. No more shall he groan under the load of po- 
verty and toil. No more shall he hear the insolent calls of the 
master, from whom he received his scanty wages. No more 
shall he be raised from his needful wc xd on his bed of straw, 
nor be hurried away from his homely meal, to undergo the re- 
peated labours of the day. While his humble grave is prepar- 
ing, and a few poor and decayed neighbours are carrying him 
thither, it is good for us to think, that this man too was our bro- 
ther ; that for him the aged and destitute wife, and the needy 
children, now weep; that neglected as he was by the world, he 
possessed, perhaps, both a sound understanding, and a worthy 
heart; and is now carried by angels to rest in Abraham’s bo- 
som.—At no great distance from him, the grave is opened to 
receive the rich and proud man. For, as it is said with empha- 
sis in the parable, “ the rich man also died, and was buried.” 
He also died. His riches prevented not his sharing the same 
fate with the poor man ; perhaps, through luxury, they accele- 
rated his doom. Then, indeed, “ the mourners go about the 
streets ;” and, while, in all the pomp and magnificence of wo, 
his funeral is preparing, his heirs, impatient to examine his will, 
_are looking on one another with jealous eyes, and already begin- 
ning to dispute about the division of his substance.—One day, 
we see carried along, the coffin of the smiling infant ; the flow- 
er just nipped as it began to blossom in the parent’s view : and 
the next day, we behold the young man, or the young woman, 
of blooming form and promising hopes, laid in an untimely 
grave. While the funeral is attended by a numerous uncon- 
cerned company, who are discoursing to one another about the 
news of the day, or the ordinary affairs of life, let our thoughts 
rather follow to the house of ‘mourning, and represent to them- 
selyes what is passing there. There we should see a disconsolate 
family, sitting in silent grief, thinking of the sad breach that is 
made in their little society ; and, with tears’ in their eyes, look- 
ing to the chamber that is‘now left vacant, and to every memo- 
rial that presents itself of their departed friend. By such atten- 
tion to the woes of others, the selfish hardness of our hearts will 
be gradually softened, and melted down into humanity.” 
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LIBERALITY. 





FROM KiRWAN. 

%« Liberality which is the most amiable feature of the mind; 
a sacred tie which unites all jarring systems, promotes mutual 
affection and peace among men, inspires respect for the honest 
intentions and well-meaning opinion of all mankind, fervently 
wishes, but perhaps feels the impossibility, to unite all modes 
of religion upon one broad and rational basis. True liberality 
is more ; it is expanded as the earth, stimulates the bosom to 
promiscuous benevolence, urges it to feel, and to relieve the 
distresses of Turk or Jew as readily, and with as much warmth, 
as those of the indigent who raise their hands: -within . those 
walls; it wafts the mind over the waste of oceans into distant 
hemispheres, to let fall a tear at the couch of the afflicted infidel 
as well as at the bed of a sufferer of our own communion: these 
are the operations of this beautiful and angelic virtue, and are 
the pride and glory of every great soul. Thank God! that in 
the age and land we live, religion is at length become free’ and 
natural, and that all zealous contentions about particular systems 
are now clearly discovered to be unfriendly to the true interests 
of the community, as well. as thewpeace and) happiness of the 
world. Thank God! the day is rapidly advameing, (and it is a 
day we all should look forward to with rapture and delight) 
when every citizen may think as he pleases upon subjects of re- 
ligion, and quietly offer sacrifice in whatever temple his incli- 
nation and opinions point to: the day, and I will-call it-the glo- 
rious day, when all religious.societies, all ranks and degrees of 
men, will be connected together by one common and endearing 
tie of christian benevolence and love: when the rancour of par- 
ties will cease, the altars of uncharitableness cease to smoke; 
the illiberal, narrow, and sophisticated reasonings be drowned in 
the vast and public cry of an enlarged philanthrophy; the hoary 
and venerable tyrant, Superstition, plucked from his-throne ; 
when the frivolous and ridiculous contest about primogeniture 
will be no more ; and the God of benevolence, of humanity, of 
mutual forbearance and ardent charity, appear in the threshold 
of every sanctuary, and obtain an indisputed empire in every 
heart: Thank God! that day is advancing—lI know it, I feel 
it, I-can assert it; a period devoutly to be wished for ; and, per- 
haps, the: first opening of human happiness since the zra of 
human happiness. If there is yet some prejudice, it 1s giving 
way; it must give way to liberal inguiry ; 1t must retreat to the 
dark uncultivated corners of the earth, and of course perish 
where it cannot grow. The-tears of a few fanatics may accom- 
pany its fall; but I believe that every man, whe wishes to see 
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the glorious restoration of reason, its dignity uhfettered, and 
the dominion of real vital religion established; every man who 
has at heart the enlargement of human nature; and wishés to 
see the peace of society established upon a secure and perma- 
nent basis, will joyfully sing to its requiem, and manfully exert 
himself to oppose its second appearance in the world !” 


TO FANNY.—ror THE HIVE. 
Fanny! can you forget the hour, 
The blissful hour, when fondly dear, 
Beneath the willow’s waving bower, 
We talk’d of all that love would hear— 


Can you forget the tender sighs, 

That oft in murmuring langour stole ; 
As from your mildly beaming eyes, 

The tears of rapture sweet did roll— 


O, I shall long remember all, 
’d to my ear ; 
The fondli yy the fende? call, 
The lan igh, and hucid tear— 


For Ah! it was a lapse too sweet, | 
Too sweet for all, but love to bear; 
I felt thy thrilling bosom beat, 
With every rapture wild and dear! 
| EVANDER. 


ERRATA. 
‘ Augmentation,” in the last page but one of our last, should 
have been argumentation. 
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